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pay you?" "Oh, nothing," was the reply; "it was
on my way, and no trouble." As Marshall walked
away, the young man inquired of a bystander," Who
is that polite old man that brought home my tur-
key for me? " "That," was the answer, "is Judge
Marshall, Chief Justice of the United States."

Of the same general character is an anecdote
which has to do with a much earlier period when
Marshall was still a, practicing attorney. An old
farmer who was involved in a lawsuit came to
Richmond to attend its trial. c< Who is the best
lawyer in Richmond?" he asked of his host, the
innkeeper of the Eagle tavern. The latter pointed
to a tall, ungainly, bareheaded man who had just
passed, eating cherries from his hat and exchang-
ing jests with other loiterers like himself. u That
is he," said the innkeeper; "John Marshall is his
name." But the old countryman, who had a hun-
dred dollars in his pocket, proposed to spend it on
something more showy and employed a solemn,
black-coated, and much powdered bigwig. The
latter turned out in due course to be a splendid il-
lustration of the proverb that "fine feathers do not
make fine birds." This the crestfallen rustic soon
discovered. Meantime he had listened with amaze-
ment and growing admiration to an argument by